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Adventures, Voyages, and Travels, 


Two famous CANDIDATES, 


In Search of Diſcoveries towards the North Pole. 
(To the Tune of Wilkes's Wriggle.) 


Ou time ago, as hear you ſhall, 
Some of our jolly freemen 
Did {cad for Ph—ps and D-l-v-l, 
For they did want to ſce them: 
Our Doctor's matchleſs eloquence 
Inform'd them we were undone; 
The letter thus fill'd full of ſenſe, 


get 


They ſent expreſs to Londov. 


Juſt as the letter they receiv d. 
ph ps had got one to think on, 

Deſiring he'd not be decziv'd, 
Theor? s done with him at Lincoln; 

Says D- l- v. I've got ſome news, 
Requires a ſpcedy aniwer, 

Hore take it and the ſame peruſe, 
And then ſay what you can, far. 


Dt. de bei, in a merry mood. 
Our chance you ſec is very good, 
Tuc like we have in no towu; 
gach numbers have the letter ſign'd, 
Of Doctors, Captains, Glaziers, 
And Criſpins ſons allo combia'd, 
With Butchers and with Braziers. 


What tho! 1 once miſcarried, 
And miſs'd my port, you know, fir, 
As tow'rds the pole ! hurried, 
An4 loſt my maſts and hawler; 
Yet once again I will expiore, 
Your cold benumbed region. 
You ſee we've friends enough in ſtore, 
At leaſt a Roman legion. 


We've nought to do but to upbraid, 
Their Mag'ſtrates and members, 
And it the fire of treedom's laid, 
We malt rake up the embers; 
Talk much of arbitrary power, 
And bid them now knock under; 
Tell them reſiſtance to this hour, 
Has made them England's wonder, 


Your ſmoother face and milder note, 
Plant at the Weavers, Taylors, 
Whilſt I will ſtrive with raven throat, 
o wia the Butchers, Sailors. 

I know the language them will [uit, 

| maſt not miach the matter; 
Bat dam vour eyes and limbs to boot, 
4nd all in pow'r beſpatter. 


be plan thus ſettled, ſtrait they ſent, 

A letter to inform as, 

That they'd be down with full intent, 
Directly for to ſtorm us: 

ar Committee did all agree, 
Expecting it would ſpur em, 

And fi!! their hearts with mickle glee, 
To meet them far as Durham. 


Poſt chaiſe was ordered with ſpecd, 
For our moſt noble chairman, 

And he tet off with pomp indecd, 
© lud he is a rare man; 


: ies, let's go down, Ef 
Cry'd, damn your eyes, lets g „ 
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Smich, Adamſon, and Maude alſo; 
But what caus'd all the laughter, 
George P--rk--r footman-like did go, 
And Bob Moore follow'd aſter, 


At Gateihend turnpike gate arriv'd, 
Midſt heaps of lads end laſſes, 

The horſes and the men who driv'd, 
Gave np their place to aſſes; 

Which being harneſs'd, and put to, 
They e three bray's moſt frightful, 

Then &/ew the carriage, yon muſt know, 
A icene to ſome delightful. 


The Gateſhcad bells did ſweetly ring. 
And great guns too were. red, 

Of Taylor Hanfell's praiſe let's ſing, 
He ought to be admired. 

A flag upon the church he kung, 
And tve-and-torty tapers 

He lighted up, and roar'd and ſung 
Of Phipps, and cutted capers. 


Arriv'd at laſt at the Black; Bull, 
The committee attended; 

The ſtreets, and rooms, and all were full, 
$9 much they were befriended. 

The candidates did ſpecchity. 
The mob around aſſembled, 

Like aſſes broy d. and ſome did cry, 
Until the Earth it trembled. | 


Next day unto the Surgeons hall, 
Mott gallantly arrayed, 
They march'd away both great and ſmall, 
Where Gibſon he eſſiycd. 
To ſpeak I mean, yet nothing ſaid, 
But T-z— ck to aſſiſt him, 
Aroſe, and a fine ſpeech he made, 
Or G-bl-—n had bepiſs'd him. 


From hence they went to ſeveral more, 
And with clab'rate ſpeeches, 
Soon as they entered the door, 
They ſuck'd their blood like leeches; 
To thole who promiſed their votes, 
They vow'd they wou'd reward 'em, 
But all who would not as turacoats, 
They'd damua and not regard 'em. 


As thro' the ſtreet they took their way, 
What Gentlemen, and 'Squires, 
Attended on them ſhou'd I ſay, 
You'd call me forty liars, | 
But White walk*d firſt, he had no fear, 
The next was Dicky Swarley, 
And George G-th-e drove np the rear, 
With Aen ye Alice Marley. 


Fron Gateſhead canvas they return'd, 
But rather were unſteady, _ ; 

The liquor had their ſtomachs burn'd, 
They ſwore *twas curſed heady; 

Wich each ſupports they march'd along, 
The crowd did laugh and gigale, 

And ſome there were who ſung a ſong, 
To th' tune oi Wilkes's Wriggle. 
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In Search of Diſcoveries towards the North Pole. 
(To the Tune of Wilkes's Wriggle.) 


OME time ago, as hear you ſhall, 

8 Some of our jolly freemers 

Did ſend for Ph=ps and D-l-v-l, 
For they did want to ſce them: 

Our Doctor's matchleſs eloquence 
Inform'd them we were undone; . 

The letter thus fill'd full of ſenſe, 
They ſent expreſs to London. 


Juſt as the letter they receiv'd, | 
Ph—ps had got one to think on, 

Deſiring he'd not be decziv'd, 
They'd done with him at Lincoln; 

Says D-I-v-l I've got ſome news, 
Requires a ſpeedy anſwer, 

FTore take it and the ſame peruſe, 
And then ſay what you can, fir, 
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dip king in a merry mood, 22 
Cry'd, damn your eyes, let's go down, A 
Our chance you ſec is very good, 
The like we have in no town; | 
Sach numbers have the letter ſign'd, 
Of Doctors, Captains, Glaziers, 
And Criſpins ſons alſo combia'd, 
With Butchers and with Braziers. 


What tho? I once miſcarried, 
And miſs'd my port, you know, fir, 
As tow'rds the pole I hurried, 
And loſt my maſts and hawſer; 
Yet once again I will explore, 
Your cold benumbed region, 
You ſee we've friends enough in ſtore, 
At leaſt a Roman legion. 


We've nought to do but to upbraid, 
Their Magiſtrates and members, 
And if the fire of freedom's laid, 
We maſt rake up the embers; 
Talk much of arbitrary power, 
And bid them now knock under; 
Tell them reſiſtance to this hour, 
Has made them England's wonder. 


Your ſmoother face and milder note, 
Plant at the Weavers, Taylors, 
Whillt I will ſtrive with raven throat, 
Lo win the Butchers, Sailors. 

I know the language them will ſuit, 
| maſt not miach the matter; 

But dam your eyes and limbs ta boot, 
And all in pow'r beſpatter. 


The plan thus ſettled, ſtrait they ſent, 
A letter to inform us, 

That they'd be down with full intent, 
Directly for to ſtorm us: 

Our Committee did all agree, 
Expecting it would ſpur em, 

And 1! their hearts with mickle glee, 
To meet them far as Durham. 
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Smich, Adamſon, and Maude alſo; 
But what caus'd all the laughter, 
George P--rk--r footman-like did go, 
And Bob Moore follow'd after. 


At Gateſhend turnpike gate arriv'd, 
Midſt heaps of lads end laſſes, 

The horſes and the men who driv'd, 
Gave up their place to aſſes ; 

Which being harneſs'd, and put to, 
They we three bray's moſt frightful, 

Then erew the carriage, you muſt know, 
A icene to ſome delightful, 


The Gateſncad bells did ſweetly ring, 
And great guns too were fired, 

Of Taylor Hanfell's praiſe let's ſing, 
He ought to be admired. 

A flag upon the church he hung, 
And tive-and-forty tapers 

He lighted up, and roar'd and ſung 
Of Phipps, and cutted capers. - 


Arriv'd at laſt at the Black Bull, 

The committee attended: | 

The ſtreets, and rooms, and all were full, 
So much they were befriended, 

The candidates did {peechity, 
The mob aronnd aſſembled, ' 

Like aſſes bray'd, and ſome did cry, 
Until the Earth it trembled. 


Next day unto the Surgeons hall, 
Moſt gallantly arrayed, 
They march'd away both great and ſmall, 
Where Gibſon he eſſiyed, * 
To ſpeak I mean, yet nothing ſaid, 
But T-zZ—ck to aſſiſt him, 
Aroſe, and a fine ſpeech he made, 
Or G-bſ—n had bepiſs'd him. 


From hence they went to ſeveral more, 
, And with clab'rate ſpeeches, 
Soon as they entered the door, 
They ſuck'd their blood like leeches; 
To thoſe who promiled their votes, 
They vow'd they wou'd reward 'em, 
But all who would not as turncoats, 
They'd damn and not regard em. 


As thro' the ſtreet they took their way, 
What Gentlemen, and 'Squires, 

Attended on them ſhou'd I fay, 
You'd call me forty liars, 


But White walk'd firſt, he had no fear, 


The next was Dicky Swarley, 
And George G-th-e drove np the rear, 
With Ken ye Alice Marley. 


From Gateſhead canvas they return'd, 
But rather were unſteady, F 
The liquor had their ſtomachs burn'd, 
They ſwore *twas curſed heady; 
Wh each ſapports they march'd along, 
The crowd did laugh and giggle, . 


And ſome there were who ſung a ſong, 


To th* tune of Wilkes's Wriggle. 
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